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THOMAS  WATSON.

LOOK HOME.

RETIRED thoughts enjoy their own delights,

As beauty doth in self-beholding eye :

Man's mind a mirror is of heavenly sights,

A brief wherein all miracles summed lie;

Of fairest forms, and sweetest shapes the store,

Most graceful all, yet thought may grace them

more.

The mind a creature is, yet can create,
To nature's patterns adding higher skill
Of finest works; wit "better could the state,
If force of wit had equal power of will.
Devise of man in working hath no end;
What thought  can think, another thought can

mend,

Man's soul of endless beauties imago is,
Drawn by the work of endless skill and might:
This skilful might gave many sparks of bliss,
And, to discern this bliss, a native light,
To frame God's image as his worth required ;
His might, his skill, his \vord and will con-
spired.

All that he had, his image should present;
All that it should present, he could afford;
To that he could afford his will was bent;
His will was followed with performing word.
Let this suffice, by this conceive the rest,
He should, he could, he would, he did the
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WAS a native of London, and studied the com-
mon law, but from the variety of his productions
(Vide Theatrum Poetarum, p. 213) would scorn

THE NYMPHS TO THEIR MAY QJtJEEN.
From England's Helicon.

to have devoted himself to lighter studies. Mr.
Steevens has certainly overrated his sonnets in
preferring them to Shakspeai'e's*.

WITH fragrant flowers we strew the way,
And make this our chief holiday:
For though this clime was blest of yore,
Yet was it never proud before.
0 beauteous queen of second Troy,
Accept of our unfeigned joy.

Now the air is sweeter than sweet balm,
And satyrs dance about the palm ;
Now earth with verdure newly dight,
Gives perfect signs of her delight:
0 beauteous queen!

Now birds record new harmony,
And trees do whistle melody:
And everything that nature breeds
Doth clad itself in pleasant weeds.

SONNET.1

ACTJEON lost, in middle of his sport,

Both shape and life for looking but awry:

Diana was afraid he would report

What secrets he had seen in passing by.

To tell the truth, the self-same hurt have I,

By viewing her for whom I daily die;

I leese my wonted shape, in that my mind

Doth suffer wreck upon the stony rock

Of her disdain, who, contrary to kind,

Does bear a breast more hard than any stock;

And former form of limbs is changed quite

By cares in love, and want of due delight.

I leave my life, in that each secret thought

Which I conceive through wanton fond regard,

Doth make me say that life availeth nought,

Where service cannot have a due reward.

I dare not name the nymph that works my smart,

Thoughlove hath graven her name within my heart.

* [The word Sonnet, in its laxest sense, means a small
copy of verses; in its true and accepted sense a poem of
fourteen lines, written in heroic verse, with alternate and
couplet thymes. Watson'b sonnets are all of eighteen

lines: and perhaps in their superfluity of four, Stoevena
thought their excellence to consist; for as he loved quan-
tity in. Shakspeare, he would like bulk in another.}